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ARE YOU 
SOUND, SIR? 
ARE YOU 
WELL? 
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Lhe tefot 


LAM PIERS 
LUDLOW, COME 
CLIMB ABOARD. LET 
ME TAKE YOU WHERE 
Me CITY AND THE 
NIGHT ARE BOTH 
LESS FRAUGHT. 


SHADOWS: 
oF Seer PARTS 
HIDE FOOTPADS AND 
NE'ER-DO-WELLS. 
WE SHOULD Us 
BOTH AWAY. 


THAT IS 


NOT THE THING, 
No ne 


SIR, NOT 
THE THING AT 
ALL 








ESPECIALLY 


WHY, THIS 
IS LONPON,, 
MY DEAR FELLOW, 
AND THE YEAR 
|S 1838, 
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No YES. DID 
y__| 1 SLEEP For 
LONG? 


YOU SLEPT AS 
TO BE A DEAD MAN. 
WHY TWICE MY DEAR 
WIFE MADE FOR Ti 
SUMMON TH 
: DOCTOR, 
y I TOLD HER 
YOU WERE SLEEPING 
AND THAT REST 


AS THE BEST 
MEDICINAL, 


OH, NO. SOONER 
DO I SPEAK THAN I 





THIS IS MY 
MM OLDEST SON, 
DA SINCLAIR, 


Wo YouNcest, Woe 
EMMA AND ’ 


RUPERT, 
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--I DON 
Sra CERTAINTY 
SA 
THAT L DO NOT 
ENJOY THEM 
NOW, 


yes. , PLEASE 
TURN, UNTIL THEN EST LNT 
YOU ARE OUR GUEST, OTAy ae Welln 3 4 





The days pass like hymns, tn 
church le a young who d 
rather spent his Sabbath in 
lhe fielit- 
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I FELT LIKE 
TALKING A WALK, 
THE OLITDOORS SEEMS 


CE 
RESIST PARTAKING OF 
THE AIRS. 


BUT MY FATHER 
FEARS IN YOUR 
WEAKENED STATE, 

EET: 


6UT SURELY NOT 

THESE PLEASANT 
STREETS, WITH THEIR 

Gohl Mea tien 


FOR ALL HIS FELLOWS. 
YOU, HIS GUEST, HE 
FRETS FOR MORE THAN 
EVEN HiS CHILDREN. LT 
SHOULD HATE TO SEE 
HIM SUFFER IF YOU 
BECAME LINDONE, 
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yes, 
INDEED THE 
FLOWERS ARE 
A DELIGHT. 
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WHAT Is 
SINCLAIR? WHAT'S 
HAPPENING? 


7 OUR GOOD 
GUEST WOULD Go 


A-WALKING, BLANCHE, 
HE WOULD TAKE OF 


THE AIRS ABOLIT, 
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OK NO. 
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STAY INSIDE UNTIL 
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ARE FULLY WELL. 
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BUT WHAT, PRA’ 
TELL, |S THER 
FOR THE EXCURSION? 


iM 
OCCURRED TO YOU, T HAVE BEEN 
INVESTIGATING... WAKING INQUIRIES, 


WHATEVER 
QUESTIONS YOU 
MIGHT ASK 
ABOUT TIMES 
PASTS WILL 6E 
READILY. 
ANSWERED. 


NOW SETTLE BACK 
AND ego THE RIDE. 
MY DRIVER ASSURES 

ME WE WILL GE IN 








WHY? WHY 
WOULD YOU FEAR 


I 00 NOT KNOW. 5 - . 
THIS WHOLE EVENING ’ HELLO! 


HAS 
SINGULAR, YOUR ATTITUDE, 
THIS NIGHT, I FIND IT nea THERE! 
UNSETTLING. E 


IS THERE 
ANYONE 


IN HERE! 
WE'RE ALL 
IN HERE, COZY 
AND TIGHT. 
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LOOK, THERE'S 
A LIGHT ON IN THIS 
ROOM. 
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T HAVE A BUSINESS 
OF SORTS. YES, I BENT, 
I MAKE SOME COIN 


IT WAS O} 
DAY WHILE AT ONE THAT 
DEAL BRINGING 


I MADE A 
ME Sonne 200 GUINEAS. 


AND I CONDUCT 
BUSINESS WITH AND FOR 
MY PARTNER. SOMETIMES 

WE MAKE A FROFIT TOO, 
SON ey LEVEN BEGIN TO 
LIKE THE FELLOW. 


BUT ONCE EVERY FEW 


BLT NEVER 
ENOUGH THAT WHEN 
THE TIME IS RIGHT T 

DON'T HESITATE IN 
KILLING HIM, THIS 
PARTICULAR VICTIM'S 
Rope dis ARE ALL 

I CONVINCED 


INCE! 
Him Mena IT WOULD ee A 
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CHAR. 
PAY FOR ALL 
TO HAVE A DAY AND 
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WATERS, 


THAT PERSON 


MUST BE WITACUT 
FAMILY TOO. ¥ 
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CHALLENGE? 
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SO WHAT 
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BUT I'M Too 

OLD FOR MALARKEY, 

I LIKE MY KILLINGS 

DONE WITH A LITTLE 

CORUM NOWA- 
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WHAT OF THE 
TERRIBLE NIGHT? THE 
NIGHT OF CLILP AND 
DEATH? WHEN YOU SAVED 
my LIFE? YOU MUST 

REMEMBER THAT! 


THAT DOES AN EX 
PIGEON PIE, AND PASSABLE 
BRANDY TO 


ACCOMPANY 
IT. THERE WE SHALL 
TALK. 


DARK TALE 


WELL IT’S A 


LUCKY THING WE 


FIND EACH 
OTHER. 


ERR, ARE WE 
ACQUAINTED? 


OH I SHOULD. 


OH, BUT WHY 
] ARE YOU DRESSED 
$0? _ YOU NORMALLY 

FAVOR CLOTHING OF 
PAR DARK! Vo 





THE MAN 
WHO TOOK OUR 
FAMILY |S STILL 
ABROAD IN THIS 
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ROAMS FREE. 


WE CAN NOT 
BRING HIM TO THE 
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WE WILL HAVE THIS 
MAN DEAD, IF IT 
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It began with a éame of cards. It ended with a headless man. 

The year was 1912. The great war was still far enough away 
that those of us who chose not to view the world in the ¢éreater 
picture that wise men view it had managed to ignore the likeliho 
that there would be a war at all. We were the fools, of course. , 

But wise men often measure their wisdom in the lines of sadness ” 
upon their face, knowing all they know. We, the fools who dance our 3 
merry jigs through life, are happier for the ignorance. And I, for one’ 
fool, lad enough knowledge of sorrow of otherworldly sources. I had 
had my fill. : 

The events that occurred were slow—slow for me, in that it all 
happened aboard a train. The train was taking me across Europe 
from Prussia where I had defeated a ghost for a tidy fee, paid me by 
the owner of the castle the ghost had decided to haunt. I was feeling 
grand. I was feeling wealthy. The dining coach had an excellent . 

itchen, and the wild boar with prune jelly was a treasure | had no 
problem burying within me. 

The train also had a welcome selection of wines. 

My destination was Vienna, ultimately, although I had no 
timetable to be met, and hoped I might find many amiable 
distractions to keep me from where I was heading. I was élad to take 
as long as I had to. 

“You look like a man with a secret.” 

It was a young man with a distinct Italian accent who said this. I A 
had finished my meal, and venturing to the smoking compartment e 
enjoyed a glass of port with a cigar of indomitable length. The young wy 
man had entered just ahead of me, with a Madeira and a dar 
papered cigarette. He was handsome but had a slight look of a rogue 
about him. Of course I immediately saw him as a kindred spirit. 

“Secret,” I replied. “T have many. Why should that be of interest 
to anyone but myself?” 

“T mean you no insult by this, sir. Indeed, [ hope that my remark 
might make for a cheerful introduction.” 

“No insult was taken. But it is my observation that people make 
others’ aequaintance with remarks about the weather, not about 
what dark unspeakables lurk within a fellow.” 

“My name is Dario Carlei,” he said. 

“A fine name.” 





+ 
bi 
DC COMICS 1700 Broadway, New York, NY 10019 , 
JENETTE KAHN President & Editor-in-Chief L LEVITZ Executiv ee 
ARCHIE GOODWIN Group E 
BRUCE BRISTOW VP — Sales & Marketing RICHARD BI 7 
PATRICK CALDON VP — Finance & Operations TERRI CU 





Grazie.” i 

‘And what is your occupation, to have you aboard such a tidy and 
timely locomotive?” 

“lama gambler.” 

“In life or at the card table?” 

“One cannot be the latter within being a little of the former too.”/ 

I smiled. “Indeed.” ; 

“Of late I’ve won more than I’ve lost,” he said, “and so have 
found my pleasures in such stately transportation. What of you, sir? 
Your elegant dress betrays some worthy occupation of your own.” 

“I ama traveler,” | replied with a cloud of cigar smoke. “I have 
no need of work. Not in the conventional sense at least.” 

“Do you play cards?” 

“T do. I enjoy a game.” 

“Poker?” 

“No. Bacearat is more my speed, and pontoon. And whist.” 

“Rummy?” 

“Indeed, rummy is my favorite.” 

“Would you care for a game?” 

“There is nothing better to do this night,” I said. “Though with 
just the two of us, it seems sorry sport.” 

“My dear sir!” 

Dario had turned from me in that moment and ealled to a third 
éentleman in the compartment who sat reading. The man was tall 
and had girth but moved with such speed that his size seemed the 
slighter for it. The man raised his eyes from his book and looked 
our way. 

“My dear sir,” Dario repeated. “My colleague and | intend to 
play cards. Rummy. We wondered if you might have interest in 
joining us?” 

The man seemed hesitant for a moment but arose and walked 
over to us, shifting slightly side by side as he moved to 
counterbalance the rocking of the train. He spoke in an accent | 
immediately knew as English... from Yorkshire, perhaps, and 
definitely the Midlands. 

“I might have interest in a hand or two.” he said, “as long as the 
wagers we make aren’t too extreme.” 

“But where is the sport if they aren't?” Dario asked with a smile 
that I saw as his being a fox sighting a fine, plump hen. 


TO BE CONTINUED 
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